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a little trip original


“I woke up wet again. This was twice in four days…
and I woke up with my thumb in my mouth, happily
sucking away. So far I’ve been able to hide this sort
of thing from my family, but I have to ask… is there
something you’re doing to make this stuff happen to
me? LOL ; )”
			--nextgretzky94
			November 23rd, 2011

							“And now, I’m leaking pre-cum into my
							diaper. And now, I’m going to have to lock
							the door and beat off to what just happened.
							And then I’m probably going to piss myself,
							and then I’m definitely going to start baw-
							ling. I rue the day I ever commissioned you.
								…Please stop. Please.”
										--nextgretzky94
										Two weeks later






















From: Cute-da-Tot
Date/Time: 2014-06-01 / 17:41:09
Subject: Commission availability

Hello, little trip.

I’ve been reading your contributions to the Age Regression Story Archive for about 7 years. They haven’t all been hits for me, but I do appreciate your ability to build worlds with words.

Of course, I can’t say I’m thrilled that you’ve begun to charge for your labor. I understand that time is money when you’ve got bills to pay, and if you couldn’t charge then we wouldn’t get anything at all, but still, I miss the days when you were writing for just you.

You have chosen another path, though. And now, I hope you’ll choose to write for just me.

I understand you take commissions off and on. Are we in an “on” period just now? I’ve got an idea for a story – a very, very unique spin on the genre – and I’m confident that only you could pull it off.

I’ll make the pot sweet for you. I have no interest in paying your customary three cents per word, but I promise I’ll make each and every one of them count.

Regards,
Cute-da-Tot


From: little trip
Date/Time: 2014-06-01 / 23:37:38
Subject: Re: Commission availability

Friend,

Thanks for writing, and thanks for being a fan. You rank among the souls who’ve made it all worth it.

The most important thing to many authors, myself included, is readership, and that’s why it breaks my heart to lose a few due to my so-called “pay wall.” I can handle the abuse from the nay-sayers; they seldom read me anyway. It’s those who used to read me, and now quietly don’t, or can’t, that cause me to regret the realities of a capitalist society.

Then again, I didn’t go to university and then graduate school just so I could rent a studio apartment for the rest of my life.

That said, while I am taking commissions at this time, I’m afraid I must insist on my three-cents-per-word rate. I’ve done the calculations, and, based on how long it takes me to write, revise, and perfect my stories, that computes out to just slightly below minimum wage.

I hope you understand, and I hope you’ll think of me again when you choose to breathe life into your genre-bending new idea.

luvs,
~lt


From: Cute-da-Tot
Date/Time: 2014-06-02 / 08:04:11
Subject: Re: Re: Commission availability

Trip,

Ha! How wonderful it is that you are taking commissions at this time, and how amusing it is that you misunderstood me. It is not that your three-cents-per-word rate is too high for my blood; it’s that I am willing to propose a higher rate so that you will make a few special promises particular to my project.

That is, I am willing to pay you three dollars per word. For a story around 30,000 words or so, though I’m amenable to extending its length if necessary.

In return for my patronage, I ask that you agree to these four terms:

A.	You work only for me, and must terminate or put on hold all other projects;
B.	You will write anything I ask, within the bounds of the law and human decency;
C.	You will evoke the supernatural powers you have apocryphally employed in previous 		stories such as “Some New Disaster” and, most crucially, “21 New Messages;”
D.	You will not stop until I request the words “THE END.”

Of course, it won’t be enough for you to say “I agree to these terms” in our correspondence. You’ll have to find some way to work it into the story in order for the “magic” to take effect (as I understand it).

Not that I don’t think you’re a man of your word. Part of my payment is the insurance.

I don’t insist on a deadline and I don’t intend on limiting you in any way artistically. I only ask you to begin writing each chapter as I send its outline to you and, for lack of a better cliché, let the chips fall where they may.

I have wired $15,000 to you as a down payment. I have also included the first chapter’s outline and I will send the remaining $15,000 (or more) when the story is complete. I trust this is sufficient motivation to begin immediately.

Regards.
Cute-da-Tot


From: little trip
Date/Time: 2014-06-02 / 16:32:00
Subject: No shit?

Cute. May I call you Cute?

Suffice it to say, I was more than a little surprised to find your $15,000 advance in my bank account this morning. And I hope you’ll forgive whatever offense you have taken at my due diligence in checking and double-checking that everything was on the level. Now that I’m convinced you’re for real, you can rest assured that I’ve already begun work on your story.

In fact, I’m going to go out on a limb and say that, by the time you read this, you’ve already “seen” my magic come to life. Lived the experience you described for yourself in your outline. It doesn’t surprise me that you cast yourself as the protagonist, but I must congratulate you on the sheer, raw sexuality you infused into your imagery (which I read a few times over for my own personal… enjoyment).

It makes me wonder why you hired me at all, considering your command of the written word. But I understand if it’s my magic you need.

Well, friend, it’s my magic you shall have.

luvs,
~lt
From: Cute-da-Tot
Date/Time: 2014-06-03 / 06:53:25
Subject: Re: No shit?

Trip,

I’m happy to say you’ve still got it.

After all this time spent worrying that I was doomed to lose my high school sweetheart over this… interest of mine, I come to you, and all my brightest hopes come to pass.

I’m glad I started my outline by explaining the situation. It even let me “test the waters,” so to speak, insofar as I described my girlfriend as a “17-year-old heartthrob with long amber hair and striking blue eyes” – when Natalie showed up at my door yesterday evening, my parents away at a hospital function, her eyes were no longer brown… and, as far as she was concerned, they’d never been. Brilliant.

At first, I was reticent about the mind control. For the briefest of moments I feared I had crossed the line into some moral neverwhere the minute I typed to you “She often diapers me for foreplay, and to her, this is one of the sexiest things in the world.”

But when it was happening, it was too perfect to second-guess.

I had the supplies prepared in advance. And, even though I was blushing crimson for the first several moments, I know I shouldn’t have been; the outline I gave to you, the storyline I paid you to write… you must have brought it to life with great care and respect, because it’s an evening I’ll never forget.

I don’t owe you a recap, but I’m so thrilled about the night, I feel compelled to share.

She undressed me as she always does, then she laid me upon the bed. My cock was already rock hard. Just as you had written in your draft of the chapter you sent me, she unfolded the diaper on top of the bedspread, coated it in powder, and had me lay upon it. I was in seventh heaven as her smooth, delicate fingers moved all over my most private areas, coating me, teasing me… babying me.

She held me in her arms as she fed me my bottle, tilting it upwards as the passage of time demanded, masturbating me through the cotton and plastic until I was breathing, strained, in between gulps.

“My baby…” she whispered into my ear… “my little baby feels so good…”

The orgasm was magnificent, just as you had written it – pounding fiercely into the confines of my diaper with every loving twist of her palm – and I was right in choosing not to read your chapter until after living the experience. That way, the very surprise of it was mine to savor.

Thank you for your work. Enclosed is the next outline.

Regards,
Cute-da-Tot


From: little trip
Date/Time: 2014-06-03 / 12:40:55
Subject: The Next Outline

Cutie,

I’m glad you had an excellent evening, and I’m doubly glad you feel as though you’re getting your money’s worth. I’m firing on all cylinders just to be sure your ideas get the caliber of prose they deserve.

However, I wanted to warn you in light of this second outline that when you start involving third parties in the “mind control”-ish segments of your intimate encounters, you run the risk of people who know said third parties growing suspicious that their acquaintances aren’t behaving normally.

To work against this, in your story, I’ll include the occasional acknowledgement that “nobody sensed anything was amiss” (et cetera) without counting it against your word tally. I figured it was the least I could do for the generous premiums you’re paying.

I’ll be working up through the evening hours… have fun!

luvs,
~lt


From: Cute-da-Tot
Date/Time: 2014-06-04 / 07:24:24
Subject: Score.

Trip,

Okay… it’s so “dudebro” to relate a story like this. Especially when you already know what happened, your having written it and all. But I just gotta live it again by putting text to screen.

When I want over to Natalie’s house, her friend Shawna was already there. (The little asides we worked into the story, describing exactly what they were wearing as a signal to me that the magic as in full effect and ready to serve, went off without a hitch.) We exchanged the typical pleasantries – out of my own self-stated desire for verisimilitude, haha – and then… wow.

Wow.

It’s as though Shawna knew what Natalie was thinking as soon as the latter bit her lower lip and beckoned to her playfully… and it seemed so real, so goddamned natural, that I still find it hard to believe it was necessary for me to conceive, and for you to write, of it at all.

But here’s how the story went:

They were on one another in a matter of moments. Kneeling on the cushions of the couch, their feet pulled up behind them. So amazing how little alcohol you need (read: none) when somebody up in the wings is totally pulling the strings. They kissed loudly, smacking, moaning, pressing into each other as their tongues slid along teeth… it was almost agony just watching. Imagine the hunger they felt!

And then I didn’t even have to imagine! They were pawing, tearing at one another’s clothes like clawed animals just learning to use the fingers they’d sprouted. Moistened locks of hair clung to their faces and slight little moans escaped them as they jockeyed to nibble at one another’s lips.

Then their shirts were off, and their bras snapped free, allowing each girl’s pair of perfect breasts to pop into focus and press against each other. They were making out at that point, practically swallowing one another’s faces, as hands slid up to grasp hardened tits and play with engorged nipples. Still they knelt on the couch, applying such pressure to one another so that neither of them relented and fell backward…

…until it was obvious that one of them would have to if they wanted to get their jeans off. So Shawna yielded to Natalie, and they fussed with one another’s pants until only their dampening panties separated them.

I had to start jacking off at that point. You understand. At least they understood—or they weren’t thinking of it at all. I suspect the latter’s more likely. They were in their own little world.

As they grinded up against each other, hands went into opposing panties, rubbing, massaging clits, coming back up to taste the sweetness of one another. They grinned through their fingers and kisses. And they supped at one another’s tits until their fondlings led to orgasm, bracing, moaning, hot and sweaty on the couch as I busted my load all over the carpet, all over my jeans, all over my hand.

It was a good night.

And a good day— I had to go again just now, haha.

Check out my new outline. Tonight I’m getting them into diapers.

Regards,
Cute-da-Tot



From: little trip
Date/Time: 2014-06-04 / 14:41:03
Subject: Re: Score.

Friend,

I don’t know what it is. Call it a crisis of conscience… but, for some reason, I can’t be as happy for you as I was initially.

At first I thought that bringing third-parties into our “web” would be a passing divergence; that you would produce an outline or two wherein you were babied by your girlfriend and perhaps another person, and keep things relatively free of ethical argument.

But it seems as though, increasingly, you’re focusing the zone of proximal control on Natalie and Shawna instead of yourself, and I don’t feel entirely comfortable writing that shit, let alone accepting money for it.

I figured this might seem sudden and unfair, so I went ahead and spun a tale out of the outline you provided anyway. You can think on in what direction to take things and get back to me. I cede control to you.

In the mean time, I can start siphoning funds back to you. I’m sorry this couldn’t work out.

luvs,
~lt


From: Cute-da-Tot
Date/Time: 2014-06-05 / 06:19:13
Subject: Re: Re: Score.

Trip,

I beg your pardon, but I didn’t send you the gross domestic product of a small island nation just so you could lecture me on sexual ethics. I thought you were with me on this—that you were going to write my life as a blissful sexual paean, and I in turn would make you a rich man—but if you’re going to be so difficult about it, I might have to take another tack.

But before I do… picture two girls, teenagers, with glorious bodies and captured minds. One, my girlfriend Natalie, the other, her friend, Shawna…

…and both of them in nothing but diapers. Just as you’d written it.

The crinkling echoed like music as they made love to one another this time. Bright eyes, moist lips, bouncing tits… and diaper grinding against diaper, just as your suggestions entered their minds.

More than they lusted for one another, they lusted for acting like babies. So they rolled off of one another and got to it. Crawling around, gazing wide-eyed at every little thing, drooling so stupidly onto the floor, their padded asses waving back and forth.

Natalie wanted to wet herself, so she did. I swear I could see her eyes roll back as she splayed her legs and loosed her bladder, the dark stain of infantile incontinence spreading, ever spreading, over her crotch, as I unzipped my pants and took them off.

My cock bled with want as she had an orgasm, all by herself, her hands clutching at the front of her diaper and kneading the moist polymers against her most private place, shrieking in babyish blather as a powerful force she temporarily couldn’t understand swept over her like a rogue wave.

It was at this time that I took out my cock, just as I had prescribed; it was long and hard and dripping and—tempting.

Two diapered girls, both wet, both longing, crawled to me, and I was King. Side-by-side did they nurse from my cock like hungry babes, sodden fabrics teasing and rubbing their clits as they fellated me… almost fighting over me, gently pushing each other aside with their faces as they babbled and cooed and jockeyed for the—ahem—pole position.

I managed to hold off until each of them shat themselves, backs of diapers ballooning as tongues swirled and slurped at my cock, the girls degrading themselves totally as my ejaculation arced and crossed and painted their giggling faces.

Keep the money. I don’t want it. I want control—and you ceded it to me.

Perhaps I’ll do the writing from now on.

Regards,
Cute-da-Tot


From: little trip
Date/Time: 2014-06-05 / 17:00:03
Subject: What the fuck?

Friend,

I wet the bed last night. Did you write that?






From: Cute-da-Tot
Date/Time: 2014-06-06 / 05:57:22
Subject: Re: What the fuck?

Trip,

You’re in my hands now.

luvs,
~CdT

3 | Page

